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HIGH LIGHTS 



DICKENS CAME TO THE GUILD 


Mr, Micawber and Mr. Charlos Dickens were in 
Sierra Madre last June 6, through the courtesy and the 
artistry of Mr. Clement May. 

Mr. May, a new resident of Sierra Madre, and a 
now pedagogue of Pasadena, is recognized throughout the 
British Empire, and now the United States, as a dolin- 
iator of characters from the works of Dickons and from 
Shakespeare. 

At the Guild meeting Mr. May, somewhat circum¬ 
scribed by the limitations of the Adobe platform, gave 
several thumbnail characterizations. Mainly he showed 
how make-up varies for each character change. Through¬ 
out his apoearance he painted a vibrant background of 
a classical England which is fast crumbling under the 
bombs of a dictator. At the same time ho showed that 
England's backbone consists of more durable matter than 
brick and mortar in ancient and historical buildings. 
The English are people of character. 

Mr, May, beginning this fall, will conduct,in 
Pasadena, a school of drama and speech. He has visited 
the Guild several times before. 


EPITAPH FOR A PHILOSOPHER Evelyn Churchman 


He could not see the hills - - 
Thoughts mountained in his mind 
And hid the hills behind. 

The sky above was blue. 

But this he never Imow - - 
In contemplative awe of Montosquio. 

For fifty years he had not soon a flower. 

He was too busy reading Schopenhauer, 

They laid him on a hill 
V.hen he was dead - - 

A bush of Cecil Bruners at his head - - 
His feet towards Glendale's panoramic spread. 
But to his live-long habit ho was true. 

And. eyes turned inward, did not see the view. 
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GREY BIRCHES 


Leslie B. Wynne 


Now that suiraner Is come, the bobolink will 
singing joyously as he flutters over the daisy-starred 
meadows by Lake Champlain, seeking his mate and he 
Sowny brood where they He quietly co^ealed in the 
rushes by the m.argin of the reedy cove. The robins will 
now be gone, and the trilllums from Sherman’s woods but 
the bluebird will bo building her nest once more in the 
hollow beech that stands by the Minevxllo road, n 

along the vale of Forge Hollow, where -ojae ghostly grey 
bihehes and the poplars blend with the hi^ls,the gras 
es S th^pasture lands of Olcotfs farm will be spang¬ 
led with buttercups like ripples of blurring gol r 

As for mo I am homesick tonight, far from home, 
three thousand miles in space and forty years in time. 


Now that summer is hero, the maple trees that 
line'the streets of Port Henry will be in full dark 
leaf, checkering the empty sidewalks and the open road¬ 
ways with lacy shadows, disputing with the sun the 
doorways of the sleepy shops. The old people that 
used to know will now bo gone; and the boys and tho 
girls that once I loved, where now are they? Along tne 
familiar house fronts, blending with tho past, their 
faces will not be seen at tho vacant windows, nor their 
voices and their footsteps hoard in tho quiet streets. 
Lost and scattered to tho four winds of heaven, only 
their blurring memories remain to greet mo there. 


As'for me, I am lonesome tonight, remembering 
other days, three thousand miles from God's country 
and forty years from youth. 


BECAUSE THE FIRST FRIDAY IN JULY PALLS UPON IN¬ 
DEPENDENCE DAY. THE REGULAR MEETING OF THE ARTS GUn.D 
WILL BE POSTPONED UNTIL THE FOLLOWING ^TOEK, JULY 11. 



FAGAI'EN'I 


c 

kv 


MfDLIjFMSR DP.iiI'!A FESTIVAL 


The talented young actors of the Pasadena Play¬ 
house are presenting until August 16 the Seventh Annual 
Midsummer Drama Festival, which this year is devoted to 
Modern Aiaorican Comedy. 


Principally it is devoted to the modern comedy 
of George S, Kaufman. Y^hile none of the eight dramas 
are solo efforts of Kaufm.an, ho collaborated on each of 
them, sharing honors with. Moss Hart, Edna Forher, and 
Marc Connolly. 


Playing this week, through the July Fourth week¬ 
end, is "George Washington Slept Here," done by Kaufman 
and Moss Hart, 

Each of the six remaining plays run a week, and 
Include the following; 


"Dinner-at Eight," Forber and Kaufman, 

■' T::Inl ck, " Pe 1 ber and Kaufman. 

"Cnce in a Lifetime," Hart and Kaufman, 

"You Can't Take It With Yoii, " Hart and Kaufman., 
"The Royal Family," Ferbor and Kaufman. 

"The Man '''h.o Came to Dlra'ier," Hart and Kaufman. 


GUILD ORCHESTRA REHEARSES 


The Arts Guild Orchestra began another intense 
period of rehearsals S\mday, June 29, ton nov/ musicians 
Increasing the group to a total of 31. 

Director Jasha Gegna declared throe months will 
bo required to fully master the now program. Present 
plans for a concert are tentative, but include one at 
Arcadia and another at Temple City, 

'The newly enrolled-musicians include two first 
violins, two French Horns, cello, a drum, a clarinet 
and throe second violins. Rehearsals are hold at 7 p.m. 
Sunday evening at the Adobe. 
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Bright minds and simple have discoursed on the 
fortunes that might have been different, if . . • 

If a person has guessed right, it usually does 
not matter if . , » 

But misfortune is the only thing which makes us 
all meditate, look back, even if secretly and inwardly, 
and admit that our mental processes had not been quite 
the best. In retrospect our conceit, so much oftener 
than wo realize, comes under our self indictment* 

But because our IP is such a little word, while 
our general self satisfaction is immense, we- do not 
change, much. Pew over profit by introspection, includ- 
ing thosG who writo* If wo did, what a dlfforont world 
it would be - - a world of no mistakes* If , . * 


THE SWEETHEART OP JUAN PLORES 


Beulah May 


Grizzled old Martina slouching in the sun. 

Wrapped in her rebosa, now her day is done. 

Bogging at the Mission with her black dross on, 
^fVhat can she remember of the bandit Juan? 

Dusky young Juan Plores with the evil eyes. 

Riding on a pilfered horse, carbine at his thighs. 

Shots beyond El Toro at Capistrano Town, 

Dying men who stumbled, blood upon her gown - - - 

Indian Martina^ when the moon is brigjht 
Hears across the Plaza a rider in the nigat 

Stop at her adobe - - ~ An^ no'ver more his tread 
V^Vhe met a grim riata, looped and stained with rod< 


In Hcriznr.s 



HIGH LIGHTS 



THE DREADFUL THING J. R. McCarthy 

(Reprinted from Brief Stories Magazine) 

Margaretta Parrish always had loved a mystery. 
Anything she did not understand, held her and entranced 
her. And this, perhaps, was the reason she married that 
queer follow, Brookfield Parrish. There is no other 

way of explaining such a marriage. They were so dif¬ 

ferent, those two. Margaretta, small, redheaded, and 
so vivacious; fond of dancing and spending; Brookfield, 
tall, gaunt, dark, a gloomy soul, a h iter of money, and 
a scoffer at dancing, a m.ystorious follow, certainly, 
and worst of all, a sort of minor bard, one never would 
have expected those two to marry and be happy; but this 
they did, and happy they were. At least Margaretta v/as 
happj'. Her gaimt Brookfield, even after two years, re¬ 
mained as mysterious as over. 

This strange pair had one unique tie-their be¬ 

lief in signs. But Brookfield’s signs were always 
gloomy, and, as the months went by, it appeared as if 
Margaretta borrowed a darker point of view from her 
husband. Gf course, the fact that her money ran out may 
have had something to do with tnis. It is difficult to 
be cheerful when the lest hundi'od dollars is slipping 
away and nothing whatever eomlng in.. Or maybo a dollar 
or two did oemo in now and then, for Brookfield’s wild 
Uiid raoh.cr unpleasant versos found their v/ay in the 
mioro •'•a.dical magazines. But it is doubtful if such 
maga.oinos paid enough for a decent lunch, and even more 
doubt?ul if Brookfield Parrish, hating money as ho did, 
Y/ould h^vo accepted what they sent. A quoer fellow, that 
Brookfield. 

It was in November of the second joav of their 
marriage that Brookfield and Margaretta, walking along 
a country mad, wore stopped by a famiily of gypsies, 
camping around their batter.jd Ford car. An old hag-- 
tho granckTiOthor, vevj likely -- stopped Brookfield with 
a bony hantl. Looking into his oyes she croaked, "You 
shall get what is coming to you, sour-face. On Docember 
first a dreadful thing will happen. " Th.on she turned 
away, disdaining questions. 

Margaretta was frightened, believing in si.gns, 
and prophecies as she did. But Brookfisld, for the 
first time since she kne’v him, seemed actually happ 7 /, 
Soraething dwoadful was going to happpn. Ho beliovod it. 
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of course, and, soinber as his nature was, enjoyed tlie 
prospect. 

"This is going to be very bad, Margaretta, very 
bad. I'vo-boen enpocting it, I should die on Dec¬ 

ember first, what woul.d ycu do?" 

Margaretta began to cry. "Don't talk that way, 
Brookfield. You send chills u.p my back. You’re no., 
going to die." Then, after a few minutes, she clung to 
his arm. "I am really afraid of something, though. 
We must be very careful." 

Brookfield laughed sardonically. "Being care¬ 
ful won’t help," ho said. "bhatevor is to happen wial 
happen, you may bo sure of that. 

Thus the dwindling of Margaretta’s last hundred 
dollars was not such a tragedy after all, _overshadcwod 
as it was by the dreadfial thing which stacked nearerj 
each day and night, Brookfield, as mdght have-been 
exoeoted gave no thought to the dwindling Inmorod, and 
Margaretta, her appetite gone and her usual pleasures 
not to be thought of, cared but little more, 

- On the night of November thirtieth they did not 
sleep did not even retire. Brookfield stirred hira-^ 
self at twelve to write v/hat ho called his masberwrorx, 
an unpleasant, jangling thing which somehow associated 
death wdth gold. At two o’clock, satisfied^ by Iss per¬ 
fection he read his poem to Margaretta. She shuddered 
and turned again to the flreplaco, whoro the fiuax. 
of thoir coal was burning feebly in a littlo> pile. Soon 
as It suited his mood, Brookfield turned out the llgfhu. 
Rain driven hy a blustery wind, beat against each pano 
of the windows. Tho fire died out. Wi-appod in oc-oats 
and sweaters , they waited for the daw'n - aiad tho di-ead- 
ful thing. They did not talk-. Now and then Margaretta 
cried a little, and twice after sudden gusts of wind 
seemed about to tear the hoiiee from .its feunda'*'ions, 
Brookfield echoed ulio elements with hollow laughter. 
Minutes oassed, a.nd mlnu’:es, . .A.t 3 act. the wo.ndew 

s<j.u‘"'i' 0 s grew* grey.-. A cie.rtc mcming loj-low-ed tno blUwk 

nlgh-c. 

Hsrgarptba stirred, then walked about the room. 
Brookfield f ollcwod her- '"ich jiis eyes but said nothing,. 
F'ina’.'.l v ho mucic to rise, bub Itargarebou put nor lii^nd on 
hia shoulder. 

"Wal-u " she said, "Wo must be very caroful of 
you today. Bettor hf.ve vour coffee rigtit away," 
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FIC’H LIGF,TS 


Brookfield acquiesced and Margaretta hurried to 
tho kitchen. Three minutes later she returned, with 
tears coursing down her cheeks, 

"I»m sorry. There is no coffee," she told 

him, 

Brookfield seemed to enjoy that, "How apnro- 
priate to the dayJ Well, a cup of tea will do." 

"But - - but - - there isn’t any tea, either," 

"No matter. We'll just wait. Perhaps it will 
not be long - - - - " 

"Don’t say it - - don’t say it. Nothing will 
happen. I know nothing will happenJ" But Margaretta 
knew nothing of the sort. She was quite frightened 
and her hands trembled ungovernably. 

The morning wore on. Noon. At two o’clock 
the bell rang, Brookfield would have gone to the door 
but Margaretta would not permit him. Out through the 
long, dark hall she went, leaning against tho wall for 
support. She opened the door, expecting anything, a 
scream ready on her tongue, 

"Any bread or cakes today?" 

Ah J Only the bakery man, who had had trouble 
opening the gate, so rang the front door bell. Yes, 
she’d better have broad. She took her purse from her 
pocket. Empty, She turned to the bakery man. Had 
he seon? She’d take a chance, 

"Yes," she told him, "one loaf. I'll pay you 
tomorrow," 

"Sorry, Mrs, Parrish. Now rules. Have to 
pay cash," 

And he was gone, 

Margaretta hurried back. At least it hadn’t 
been a murderer. Halfway down tho hall she began to 
run .1 Sho‘d been gone a long time. Could anything 
have happened'? She burst breathless into the living 
room^ Ho, All was well, Brookfield turned gloomy 
eyes from the window. 
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"■'lell ?'* 

"Just the bakery man," 

"Ohi Did you got a roll or sonothing?" 

Ilargaretta hositatod, then blurted out otho 
truth, "No, I had no money." 

"No matter. We haven't long to ’vait •novr. Come 

hero." 

i'''argarotta stopped beside his chair, "Moijrn not 
for me," ho commanded^ dramatically, "I must obey my 
summons. You have your duties here." 

Steps on the porch, A click. But both knew 
in a moment that it was just the postman., Brookfield 
himself insisted upon going cut, Margarotta waited, 
nerves taut, until he returned. One letter for himself. 

Standing just inside the door, ten foot from 
the trembling Margarotta, Brookfield slit ooon the en¬ 
velope. Quickly his oyos ran over the tyoowritten 
lines. His dark face frowned, blackened. Troubled 

"it's worse than I thought," ho growled. Then 
ho waved the letter, "Hero's the dreadful thing,' 

Margaretta rushed to him, snatched the letter, 
devoured it. Then her knees gave way. She sank to 
the floor, face down. Strange, hysterical noises broke 
from her, 

Brookfield stopped, "No use crying," ho said 
"I hate it worse than anything in the world, but - - - ' 

Margaretta turned wide eyes upon him, "I'm not 
crying, you lovable old gloom, I'm laughing - - - I'm 
roaring." 

"'iVhat J You're laughing when I - as groat an 
artist as any in all Sierra Madre - have to go to work? 
That's what this Lockheed letter means," 

"Well," said Margaretta, her eyes on the empty 
table and her hand unconsciously on her small stomach, 
"of course, dear, it is a dreadful thing. If I take 
that letter down to the Market , . , Ah Brookfield, I 
smell bacon i" 
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HIGH LIGHT? 


CAMERA CLUB NOTES 

With most of the memhors away on vacation, it 
was decided to discontinue meetings for the summer. The 
last meeting of the season will be-a party given at the 
home of tho president, Mr. C. Ware, at 133 W, High_and', 
in Wilmar. or at the studio. All planning to attend, 
should drop him a oost card so that we may know how 
many to prepare for. It is hoped all can attend that 
wo may discuss a change of meeting night for next sea¬ 
son. 

The prints from tho fifth annual salon of the 
Allied Camera Pictorialists have been returned togotner 
with many complimentary remarks on their composition 
and technique. 

The Allied Camora Pictorialists have 
available a large number of prominent speakers for nex^ 
fall’as well as anochor salon. The Eastman Kodak Com¬ 
pany also, is to furnish a series of pictures, koda- 
chromos, and give demonstrations that will occupy many 
of our future meetings. Wo also should bo giving some 
thought to our own salon in tho fall. It hope 

that all will spend a part of their vacation turning 
out some fine prints. 


MONTEREY PINE 


Ruth M, Colman 


It has steed for years on tho sheerest cliff, 
Like an old, old man, rheumatic - 3..iff, 

?/hc must bo out in the weather - 
But bends his baci: to resist tno storm. 

As cold winds blast his shivering form. 

When gale and rain brea’.r tagother.. 

He loves tho roar as ho srands C'n tho lodge, 
\''Tiero rocks running down In steps to the edge. 
Meet echoing surf in the caves. 

Just so in our ll.vos, the pitiless sea 
Brings either a crash or a melody. 

As urged by rhe mood of the waves. 



BOOK COLLECTOR 


will "buy certain Looks by 

JACK LONDON, ROBINSON JEFFERS, 
HARRY LEON ’"/ILSON, ETC. 


Ho ospocially v/ants tho following bo„ o 
book's by Harry Castlomon: 

PRA:']K AMONG THE RANCHEROS, 


dated 1871 

FmKK, THE YOUNG NATURALIST, 
dated 1865 

FRANK AT DON CARLOS RANCH, 
dated 1071 

PRANK IN THE MOUNTAINS 
dated 1871 


PRANK IN THE WOODS 
dated 1806 
GEORGE AT THE WHEEL 
dated 1881 
JULIAN MORTIIvER 
dated 1887 


and 


GILBERT, THE TRAPPER 
by C, P. Ashley, 
dated 1889 


- G - 


Glad to look at any books, and if he 
want them himself can probably Indicate where 

bo sold. 


does 

they 


not 

may 


CALL SYcamoro 7-3527 





TYP EWRITER-/" 
New* Rebuilt tirades- Repairs 
C.M. HIGHTOWER 
Sycamore fc-5265 Pasadena 


-HAPPY'r 

FINE LiauOR-T 
12 W Sierra Modre Bivd 


ROBERTS' MARKET ♦ SIERRA MADRE'S LEADING FOOD STORE 




m 


1 ^ S 




jl^u jB ,1 A a^K 


HHk 





Rnr'MnH 




IBP^WWji 












